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For I did never love a maid

Of this world, as thou art,                                   70

So much as I love thee, thou crimson rose.
Thou wilt be mine at last: this my soul knows.
She: If I could think it would be so,

Small pride it were of mine
That all my beauty should be meant

But to make thee to shine.
Sooner than stoop to that, I'd shear

These golden tresses fine,
And make one of some holy sisterhood ;
Escaping so thy love, which is not good.                   80

He: If thou unto the cloister fly,
Thou cruel lady and cold,
Unto the cloister I will come
And by the cloister hold ;
For such a conquest liketh me

Much better than much gold ;
At matins and at vespers I shall be
Still where thou art.    Have I not conquered thee ?
She : Out and alack ! wherefore am I

Tormented in suchwise ?                                      90

Lord Jesus Christ the Saviour,
In whom my best hope lies,
O give me strength that I may hush

This vain man's blasphemies !

Let him seek through the earth ; 'tis long and broad :
He will find fairer damsels, 0 my God !
He : I have sought through Calabria,

Lombardy, and Tuscany,
Rome, Pisa, Lucca, Genoa,

All between sea and sea :                                   100

Yea, even to Babylon I went

And distant Barbary :
But not a woman found I anywhere
Equal to thee, who art indeed most fair.
She : If thou have all this love for me,

Thou canst no better do
Than ask me of my father dear
And my dear mother too :